ACT 1                             SHEPPEY                                 ZO^

SHEPPEY: It's Jer stomach^ poor girl

REPORTER: What'Il yon do with the money? 1 suppose
you've hardly had time to decide yet.

SHEPPEY: What makes you think a silly thing like that? I
decided that 'when I bought the ticket. I'm going to
pay off the rest of the money on my 'ouse. And there's
a little place on the Isle of Shcppey I've got my eye on,
two acres of knd and just the sort of dinky little Vise
I've always thought would suit me.

Miss GRANGE: Fancy you a landed proprietor. Sheppey.
We shall have to call you squire.

SHEPPEY: Then there's my daughter wants to get married.
1*11 give her a slap-up wedding. Champagne and
caviare. And I'll keep a girl to 'eip my wife. No more
rough work for that old lady.

ALBERT: Fd buy a baby Austin if I was in your piatfe,

SHEPPEY: And who says I won't buy a babv Austin? It
would save me a lot of expense getting down to my
property in the country.

REPORTER: You won't go on working, then?

SHEPPEY: Me?   I wouldn't know what to do with myself

if I stopped working. I'm what you might call an artist.

Isn't that right. Governor?
BRADLEY: I wouldn't swear you weren't, not in a court

of law.
SHEPPEY: No, young fellow, Fm not one to waste the

gifts the Almighty has given me.
REPORTER: What about a photograph of you at work?  I

think the paper'd like that.   Pity it's so late and no

customers.

Miss GRANGE: Mr. Bradley can pretend he's a customer.
BRADLEY: That's right.  Give me a gowns Albert*

ALBERT: Here you are, Governor*
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